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When I was human, I used to think that it was impossible for anyone or anything for that matter to have eyes and ears everywhere. There were always lies and misinformation about the government and Big Brother constantly watching all of us as we go about our day.

Of course, it only takes someone clever with a computer to hack into your phone, turn on your location or simply monitor your location to see exactly where you are. Then it is an even simpler matter of using the thousands of CCTV cameras or the camera in your phone to see exactly what you are doing.

And with who. 

I never really minded because I knew no one really did any of that, when I was human, because 99% of people have extremely boring lives. Who really has the willpower to watch normal people for hours upon hours and not want to kill themselves?

Yet as I’ve said twice now, that was all when I was human.

“Look at what you’re doing, sister,” a woman said in the darkness. “You disgust me. I should kill you,”

My scaly back pressed against the icy cold dampness of the rocky cave wall behind me. Small sharp shards of the stone dug into my back at uncomfortable angles that made me wish for something as lovely as a cushion or blanket or anything my older sister took for granted. 

I was almost glad not to have joints anymore, despite my bony ass feeling the immense cold smoothness of the cave’s immense floor. My joints, like most of my body was a rotten corpse of what it had used to be.

When I was younger and more human, I used to be a student ambassador at Kent University. I led reading interventions for 12-year-olds to improve their reading ability, I used to give talks to 16-year-olds about how to manage exam stress and revision tips, and I used to smoothly run massive on-campus events.

I used to make a positive difference every single day of my life.

My thousands of eyes stared at my sister and at first, all my eyes sent different images to my brain making it look like there were a thousand different versions of my sister in front of me. After a moment, all the images combined in one single terrifying image of the sister I loved more than anything else.

Tilly had never been an unattractive young woman. Even when we were both in secondary school, all the jocks and nerds and everyone in between chased after her. It was probably something about her long golden locks, her sexy body and her pointy face that really brought out her bright sapphire eyes.

I could only stare at her. She was like an ant in the middle of the immense cave tavern that rose tens upon tens of metres into the air with it stretching hundreds of metres across. Large shards of dagger-like stone shot out at weird angles all over the walls and ceiling like claws wanting to kill.

Tilly didn’t look bothered, even at my appearance.

“You are disgusting,” Tilly said. “When I tracked you down, I... I wanted to find my sister again. I wanted to find someone I could save, treasure and laugh with,”

I laughed. Not because I didn’t love Tilly. She was actually a brilliant sister who had held my hand when my boyfriends had broken up with me, we had played together as kids and I taught her how to ride a bike. We really were as thick as thieves as kids, much to the dismay of our parents.

I laughed at her because I pitied her. She couldn’t understand the beauty of what I was anymore. 

I smiled at her and I turned my head so I could actually see my cobweb and network of bright blood red eyes that grew out of my body.

For hundreds of metres all around me, immense black vines grew out of my back and stretched out like a cobweb all over the walls. The large blood red eyes stared out in the distance but they were not really focused on Tilly or anything else in the cave.

They were focused on something much grander. 

I was the Master of Eyes for Edward Hales. I was his eyes and ears in the wonderfully twisted and monstrous and strange former council estate known as Hell’s Place. 

You might have heard the stories of people constantly disappearing, getting murdered or simply vanishing without a trace, so much so that no one even files a police report. How do you think that happens?

It is because of me.

Edward Hales might be the most amazing man who’s ever lived with his demonic pact that gives him immortality as long as he controls Hell’s Place like he does. But at his heart, he’s a demonic human with only so much time, eyes and abilities.

He could kill me with a single thought even still.

So I spread my eyes, my spies, my everything and I watch you. It doesn’t matter if you’re studying hard for a university exam in your bedroom, you’re getting your kids from school or you’re having sex. I am always watching and I am always waiting for someone to make a mistake so I can give your name to Edward Hales.

And he can make you his next victim.

Tilly drew a long black iron sword with little flakes of salt on the end. 

“Wow,” I said laughing. “How did you find me? What do you want Tilly? This is my life now,”

Tilly shook her head. “Do you not remember what our family does for a living?”

I opened my mouth and I went to speak but, I couldn’t actually remember. I couldn’t remember much about my life when I was human. Of course, I remembered Tilly because she was here in front of me but...

“No,” I said. “I don’t know if we had parents, I don’t remember my school, I don’t know anything about our shared lives,”

Tilly nodded and came closer. 

A flash of warmth drew my attention to one of my eyes and an image of a husband and wife fighting about money in the kitchen forced its way into my mind. The woman was angry, she was rageful and she learnt her husband was a dangerous gambler. 

I passed his name over to Edward. If the husband wanted to gamble away his family’s money and doom his wife and kids to a life of debt and homelessness then Edward could deal with him. And he could suffer.

I had much greater issues to deal with. 

“Our family,” Tilly said coming closer, “collects magical knowledge. When you were paralysed in the car accident, I visited you once I was discharged but you were gone,”

I shook my head as more flashes of heat stabbed into my body. I couldn’t focus on them right now so I saved the scenes for later.

Tilly was so close now that I could smell her light sea salt, cedarwood and rose perfume that she had always drowned herself in. It was so overwhelming that I just didn’t understand why she liked it so much. Maybe the smell was some kind of jock and nerd attractor.

Who knew.

“Do you remember?” Tilly asked frowning.

I closed my eyes for a moment and I felt flames lick my hands but that was it. There were no memories and no other feelings of agony with the flames.

“No,” I said forcing myself to grow a few more eyes because I wanted to patrol a new stretch of flats. “You should leave Tilly before Edward comes. He will kill you and I do not want that,”

I cocked my head at that comment. I didn’t really know why I didn’t want Tilly to die because she was my sister, correct, but I hadn’t felt any real bond with her.

Now the desire to protect her, love her and keep her safe was washing over me. I really didn’t want her to become the latest victim of Hell’s Place. And Edward was always looking for victims, sometimes I gave him a few victims in one day other times I didn’t give him victims for a week or two.

Tilly knelt down in front of me and took my cold scaly hands in her warm ones. I recoiled at the sheer intensity of her body warmth but she didn’t react. My eyes and the rock wall locked me in place and I really did not want her to die.

“I can blind Him for a while so you can escape,” I said. 

“Casetina,” she said, “beautiful Casetina. The doctors said you were angry and scared when they said you were paralysed. I get that and you loved running as a kid and you wanted to run again,”

Icy knives stabbed into my mind as I started to remember fragments of what in Hell’s Place she was talking about. I remembered the coldness of the sterile white hospital room with the damn awful humming of the ventilation that never stopped.

A female doctor, Dr Jessica Plummet, sat next to me and she told me the news. I cried, screamed and I cursed her. I wanted her to die, I wanted my freedom back and I wanted Tilly to suffer so badly because she had been driving.

Tilly had been drinking that night at that damn party with her friends and she had dragged me along so I could “cheer up a little”. I had failed my driving test the day before so she had to drive and the party was in the middle of nowhere.

I had to get in the car with her or be abandoned tens of miles from home.

She had crashed and she was okay and I was the one that suffered.

The blood red eyes glowed bright red and all my eyes blinked at her.

Tilly raised her sword a little. The little flakes of salt glittered in the crimson light.

“You paralysed me,” I said. “Are you not sorry? Are you not going to apologise? Are you-”

Tilly stood up and grinned and the rest of my memories came back as Tilly laughed. Tilly had her kind memories when she wanted something or she thought she could win.

But she was not a good person. Even now I was an angel compared to her.

She was a bully, a monster and there was a reason why we went to that party the night I was paralysed. The young man who was hosting it had said no to dating her, so Tilly crashed it, punched him and she invaded the party.

No one ever said no to Tilly and no one ever stood up to her. The young man was on the dance floor with a bleeding nose and no one challenged Tilly so she partied. Tilly got drunk and she started playing with fire.

And the house burnt down.

“Did anyone survive that night with the fire?” I asked.

Tilly shrugged. “I don’t know. It doesn’t matter. What matters is what happened to you?”

I tensed and smiled as the feeling of pure power, energy and strength gushed through my veins. Edward was coming and he knew I was in trouble.

Tilly raised her sword and pressed the tip against my scaly throat.

“What happened to the dumb, pathetic sister I pretended to love?” she asked.

Now I shrugged. “I think Edward Hales came to find you at the hospital that day. I think he wanted you to be as evil, twisted and monstrous as me sitting in this cave,”

Tilly grinned at that idea. She was a monster in an angelic white costume.

“Edward came
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